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covers the whole dreary surface with its young
and beautiful clusters of flowers. Looking at it,
we begin to hope and instinctively smile at this
more and more animated expression of the unity
of nature, of the unity of her principles, replacing
the infinite confusion of laws and of buried
sciences.

For heat, the vibrating solar messenger, as
the great poet-philosopher Sully-Prudhomme has
sung, is an eternal source "of joy, of beauty, of
energy, and of novelty. "*

In proportion as we embrace more things, we

T Sully-Prudhomme is considered pre-eminently the optimist-
poet, the poet of life. Yes, he has sought to sing Happiness, and
has created a poem magnificent in conception and inspiration.
But his Happiness is, in essence, deceptive. Faustin and Stella
enjoy a divine felicity, but very distant from us, in Paradise.
Yet the plaints of earth do not cease to ascend to them, and they
seek in vain for justice. When death restores the two lovers to
that hell which Faustin still loves "for its fragile flowers," man
has vanished from the world. The plants and animals have
reconquered it; man is there no longer.

My famous friend, some time before his death, spoke to me with
pathetic emotion of his Happiness, which he believed to be secure
from pessimistic thought. But how would he have sung the Woe
of Earth, if Happiness, to develop or to triumph, had been obliged
to depart?

The poet's case is significant. He desired to glorify life, and he
has made an apology for death. He is like a consumptive who
believes he is smiling on life through his mysterious and invincible
malady. Imbued with the pessimist disease, we draw poison
from it, even when we intend to disseminate about us the joy of
living.